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Article 4

The Rehearsal
by Jennifer Yeager
Jody thought the bus screamed as it forced all eight tires to stop.
lifted her floral luggage her mother had given her, and once again rehearsed
her plans. Exit bus at Ninth and Twelfth, and look for an affordable motel
in somewhat okay downtown conditions. Glancing at her watch, it was now
nine o'clock; she had been awake since four. Judging her steps, she boarded
the bus.
Unfolding her ticket, the bus driver looked past her, and once again
glanced over her fragile body. "Just you, Missy?"
Irritated she replied, "Why? Am I supposed to be with someone?"
Disappointment settled in his eyes. He pulled the long silver
mechanism that swung the door shut with a loud rush of air.
She moved down the aisle turning her head from side to side. To her
right sat a comfortable looking wo.man deeply involved in the knitting of a
yellow and brown scarf; a bundle of assorted yarns occupied the seat next to
her. The only other place possible remained to her left.
She turned; a fragile looking man sat next to the window. The bus
jerked and unexpectedly she was flung forward snapping her neck. The shock
sent her bags flying down the aisle. She bent over trying to keep balanced by
holding onto an orange plastic seat. Grabbing all her luggage, she sat in the
only unoccupied seat next to the man. She exhaled, relieving the red
embarrassment in her cheeks. The man seemed to take no notice of her,
continuing to look out the window. Jody wished she had prepared herself
better.
Trying not to be obvious, she pretended to look at the T.V. two rows
ahead. With her auburn head at just the right angle she could study the man
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next to her. His hair was a blondish-brown and its stiff straggly body kept
it consistently in his eyes. His clothes were layered a number of times, with
a maroon sweater on top. His smell made Jody nauseous, reminding her of
the time she visited her grandma in the hospital, so she began breathing
through her mouth. Through some god she relaxed, losing control of the
weight gaining in her eyes.
At Ninth and Twelfth Streets, the sun seemed somewhat brighter, the
park's well kept trees a little greener. Jody's knees ached from the weight of
her bags as she exited the bus. She began walking down the paved sidewalk,
staring at her feet to avoid the bright sun. The park was somewhat empty,
yet she found it hard to find a place to sit and rest. Still standing, she
contemplated whether or not she should sit on one of the park's damp,
wooden benches. Then she noticed a round-faced toddler dropping his
pacifier. Jody watched it fall, first bouncing on the stroller tire, then
splashing into the mud. The baby began to whine, raising the mother's eyes
just above the level of her Mademoiselle. Kneeling, Jody lifted the chewed
plastic from the brownish-green mud.
"Oh, don't worry about that old thing. Just plop it back in his mouth.
He'll be as good
new." The mother continued on with her article.
Carefully unfolding her navy handkerchief, Jody wiped away the mud, and
thought, what a sorry act of a mother.
A pang of hunger shot up from her stomach. Exiting the park and
leaving behind the careless mother, she followed her nose to a nearby hot dog
stand. She thought the vendor looked insane, like he shot the real vendor and
now he was taking over. The crazed bearded man seemed to mumble
something to her, to which she replied, "One hot dog, not burnt, please."
Glancing at the troublesome luggage, she noticed something was
wrong. "Jesus Christ, I must have left my purse on the bus when I dropped
my bags!" Luckily, the man took no interest in what she was saying to
herself.
"Not burnt, you say?" he said sarcastically, as if he knew she was not
in the mood to talk, yet he would force her to reply.
"Yes, I believe that's what I said." Rolling her eyes she began
fumbling through her pockets for loose change. In some foreign tongue he
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told her the cost, but it didn't matter. He set before her an extremely well
cooked hot dog, and Jody had to catch herself to not lash out at the man. She
didn't need to. Obviously this man was not going to go out of his way to
please his customers. She set the scramble of change on the vendor's silver
countertop.
Walking away, she knew he was probably still counting pennies, and
any minute now he would realize she was about a dollar short. Trying to gain
speed seemed almost impossible for Jody, with her· hands full of luggage .
. Then she felt a sharp pull on her shoulder holding her back. The bearded
man speared her with his eyes. He quickly snatched the half eaten hot dog
from Jody's trembling hand, and flashed a set of obviously fake teeth.
The slight drizzle had slowly worked its way into a full blown
hurricane, the winds grabbing and stealing the floral luggage away from
Jody's grasp, the rain lashing into her face, leaving her tears unnoticed. She
felt left alone and wet as if the town was hiding from her. Unsure of what
to do next, thinking maybe there was someone who would help her, she
blindly found a nearby pay phone.
She began dialing an all too familiar number in her head. Then she
remembered her empty pockets. She hung up, dialed "0" and said, "Collect,
please."
Her ears were greeted by a fragile voice: "I'll accept the charges."
"Hi, Mom. Umm ... this is Jody. Hey look, can you come pick me
up. I'm downtown on Ninth and Twelfth Street. ..
"No, sorry, Jody. I can't." Mother's voice was still calm.
· "Excuse me?" She was shocked with what she was hearing .
.. No, you go right ahead and finish whatever this is you thought up in
that mind of yours. Maybe you could rent a room with the money in my
purse you stole, Missy."
She kicked the pole that the phone was hanging on, for a moment
breaking the connection. What had she accomplished?
.. Just come and get me, all right? I'll be standing outside the Chinese
tailor shop, with the yellow walls and green blinds... She slammed the phone
down, and it slipped off the cradle. She knew she remained a failure.
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